i io                           THE DESERT OF LOVE

dreamed so exclusively of him, and suffered so much on his
account. Seeing him there in the flesh, she could not fill the
void between the endless agitation of her heart and the being
who had caused it. She did not know that she was disappointed.
That she was, her first remark soon proved:

"Have you just been to the barbers" She had never seen him
look like this before, with his hair cut far too short, and shining.
She touched the faint scar left above his temple by some blow.

"I got that falling off a swing when I was eight."

She looked at him, trying to bring into focus her desire, her
pain, her hunger, her renunciation, and this long, lean youth
who looked so like an overgrown puppy. A thousand feelings,
all to do with him, surged up within her, and those of them she
could retain grouped themselves, for good or ill, about the taut,
congested face. But she failed to recognize the peculiar expression
in his eyes that betokened the blind fury of the timid man who
has decided to try his luck, of the coward who has screwed him-
self to the sticking-point. Never to her had he looked so much
like a child, and she said with an air of kindly authority what,
so often, in the old days, she had said to Francois:

"Are you thirsty? 1*11 give you some red-currant syrup in a
moment: but you must cool down first."

She directed him to an armchair, but he chose to sit on the
sofa where she had already lain down. He protested that he
wasn't a bit thirsty:

".., and if I were, it wouldn't be for syrup."

Her legs were rather too much exposed, and she pulled down
her skirt. The action provoked a compliment:

"What a pity!"

She changed her position and sat down beside him. He asked
her why:

"It couldn't be that you're afraid?"

His words made Maria realize that that was precisely what she
was. But afraid of what? This was Raymond Courreges, young
Courages, the doctor's son.